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ship of the warmest nature. This was their first meeting
since leaving the University. The Doctor expressed great
concern at seeing his fellow Collegian in so reduced a state.
He enquired into the particulars of his case and the manner
in which the medical man had treated him. After having
satisfied himself on those points, he said, " Well, Joe, we
must now try what can be done for you here, and I by no
means consider your case a desperate one. I shall come and
dine with you, when we will talk further upon the subject,
so order a nice small sirloin of beef to be roasted, and, I
scarcely need add, a bottle of good claret." The order
being obeyed, and dinner served, the friends sat down, my
father having his miserable basin of gruel placed before him,
of which however he scarcely swallowed a spoonful. Dr.
Nugent helped himself liberally to the roast beef, which he
pronounced excellent, and admirably dressed. After eating
some time he asked my father whether the smell of the
victuals oppressed or was disagreeable to him, to which he
was answered,

" By no means, quite the reverse, the savour of the meat
is pleasant to me."

" Why then," continued the Doctor, " perhaps you'd
like to have a slice."

My father, who concluded he was not serious, replied,

"That is not fair, Doctor, to tantalize me when I am
sure I could eat a pound of it."

" Say you so, Joe," said the Doctor, " then by Jove you
shall have a good slice, though not a pound," and he imme-
diately cut him a tolerable sized bit.

My father, in utter astonishment, could hardly believe
his sight or hearing; he however devoured the beef with
infinite glee.

" And now," said the Doctor, " probably you would like
to wash down the meat with a glass of claret," accom-
panying his speech by-pouring out a couple of bumpers, one
of which my father swallowed with equal surprise and
pleasure. " And how do you feel after that ? " enquired
the Doctor,